128                          DAME  BARBABA
12    Up the street came the lebel tread, Stonewall Jackson riding a-head
13   Undei hia slouched hat left and light He glanced , the old flag met his sio
14    4 Halt ! " the dust-biown ranks stood fast, 1 Fire l " out blazed the rifle-blast
15    It shivered the window, pane and sash , It lent the banner with seam and gash ,
16    Quick, as it fell, from the bioken staff Dame JBaibaia snatched the silken scarf
17   She leaned far out on the window-sill, And shook it forth with a royal \vill,
18    te Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, But spare your countiy's flag ! " she said
1 !)   A shade of sadness, a blush of shame, Over the face of the leadei came,
20, The nobler nature within him stirxed To life, at that woman's deed and word
21   " Who touches a hair 011 yon gray head Dies like a clog *    Match on ! " he said